L e
-

ASNAS A AN AR

o
% THE WOMEN OF WESTBRIDGE.

Westbridge I8 a thriving New Eng-
lend town. Until six months ago it
wa# also a conservative town,

But six months ago certain events
took place which affected materially
BDoth the conceit and the customs of
this conservative town.

On the morning of the eventful day
Richard Downing, of the firm of Down-
Ing, Bread & Co., brokers, was half
awake. It was nine o'clock, and he
was due at his office at eight thirty.
He was blissfully “unconscious of the
hour. - The extra sleep had put him
#n good humor. He stretched out his
arme, yawning, .and thinking lazily
that for once his wife would not have
to call him. He wasg awake, that is,
almost—he would be soon—as soon as
Be had fin— No, this was too childish!
He would wake up—

Keeping his eyes open might help.
He opened them once more to their
widest extent. The first object they
rested on put him wide awake. It was
a new broadcloth gown, dark red, with
rich satin trimmings.

Downing eyed it approvingly.

“Awfully swell taste, Mary has.
Won't she look stunning in it!- Pretty
Bl with it, I'll warrant. Just home
from the dressmaker's evidently.”

His eyes wandered lazily to the little
@lock on the mantel. Then something
suspiciously like an oath was thrown
back with the bedclothes.

“What could Mary be thinking of?"”

He cast a wild glance about the
»oom. He rushed to the door and
galled down the stairway.

There was no reply. His voice came
Back with a suggestion of emptiness
from the rooms below. He looked about
the chamber, perplexed, exasperated.

“Where can my trousers be?” he
muttered.

His eyes caught a slip of paper on
the pillow. He would not own the
start that he gave, nor the hand that
seemed to clutch at his throat as he
tore open the paper.,

*Pear Richard: I cannot endure our
present way of life—"

Yes, it had come. As he read, a dozen
thoughts were coursing throug his
Prain. This was what Dick Crawford's
wife did. He remembered the look on
Dick's face the next day. He groaned
and hurried on:

“The only way out of it that- can
#ee is for you to change places with
me for a day. Perhaps then you will
Enow how 1 feel about living such a
eramped, shut-in, buried-alive life. 1
am sure you will, Richard; you are so
sensible in most things, and a dear
Rhusband. You cannot really understand
my misery unless you have to wear
the same kind of clothes. So I have
Bad a nice gown and shoes and other
things made for you. I hope you will
Bke the gown, dear. I picked it out
myself. The day will not seem long,
darling, for I shall be coming back to
»eu at night. Your Affectionate Wife
and Protector.

*P. B.—Don’'t worry about the office.
F will attend to everything.”

He sat, half dazed, trying to take it
fn. His mind ran back, catching up
the phrases in the note, fitting them
into the past. “I picked it our myself,
dear.” He often picked out Mary's
dresses. It was only last week, he re-
walled hazily, they had differed—almost
auarreled about her dress. She had
wanted to have a different style—some
*hifalutin” aesthetic make. He had set
His foot down pretty promptly on that.
His wife was not going to make =
frump of herself for any ‘“‘common
sense” foolishness. All well enough for
2. man who has the hard work of the
werld to do. But a lady should be ele-
gantly clad. He glanced at the gown
with its velvet collar and embossed
vest.

His heart gave a leap—and stood
still. The office! He must be. there,
and inside of ten minutes., That fa-
mous deal was to be made today. It
meant a clear five thousand. It would
Be a costly joke for Mary if he missed
that!

He sped up the attic in search of a
Imst year’'s suit. The rafters were
swept “as bare as your hand” of all
masculihe attire. Only gowns and pet-
ticoats hung in mocking, ‘unified folds
before him. He turned and fled back
to the closet—mot so much as a necktie
to reward his search!

Then first the enormity of the joke
game over him! He was a prisoner in
his own house! It was like being
smothered—buried alive. He raged
asross the room. He stormed. He
caught up the red dress and glared
st it. He shook it flercely. It may be
well to close the door.

When it opened again a tall, well
formed woman, dressed in a broadcloth
sown, swept out across the thresholid,
and tripped lightly down the stairs.
On the bureau lay a soft pile of curly,
blonde hair. It was Richard Down-
ing’s moustache. Behind the bureau
Jay one mangled, discarded article of
attire—a stiff, unyielding corset.

A cheerful fire was burning in the
dining-room grate. The table was
bright with linen and silver. Only one
place was laid—behind the coffee-urn.
Downing glanced at it. He started and
frowned, and attempted to run his
hands into his trousers’ pockets., They
siid ineffectually down the smooth
cioth. He crossed them behind him
and stared gloomily into the fire.

The sombre look lightened; the ser-
vants—they were in the house, of
course. He seated himself behind the
coffee-urn, and rang the bell sharply.
Thank fortune! the morning paper was
there, and it was big. He buried him-
self behind it, and listened eagerly to
the step that entered the room. Ah!
i? was James—a great relief. It would
Bave been awkward to have one of

Wose giggling malds come in.

fup with a pleased smile.

“James!” from behind the paper.

“Yes, sir.”

Something in the tone—guarded, non-
committal and deprecating—caused
Downing to peep around the corner of
the paper. What he saw caused him
to retire more quickly than he had
emerged. James, the tall, the dignified,
the imperturbable, stood there expres-
sionless, in a spotless dimity gown, a
muslin cap topping his solemn coun-
tenance.

“James!" Dowing's volce was sharp,
with a barely perceptible quiver in it,
“what is the meaning of this non-
sense?"

There was no answer. A dimity arm
carefully arranged the egg cup.and
prepared cream and sugar for his cof-
fee. Downing sipped the coffee cau-
tiously. How was he to eat any
breakfast with that Punch-and-Judy
show standing behind him! He could
feel it through the back of his head
—arms folded, solemn gave straight
ahead, cap, by this time, slightly awry.

Whatever sense of humor Mary
might have indulged in arraying her
butler, she had communicated none of
it to James, To him the affair was
serious. Downing was driven to meet
it with like seriousness.

“James,"” he said sternly.

“Yessir.'”*

“Go down to Cole & Thompson's and
bring me a complete suit of clothes—
everything from the ground up. Hur-
ry, now."

Downing breathed a sigh of relief.
Really it was absurd—he was getting
hysterically nervous. The combina-
tion of James and solitary confinement
was too much for anyone. Mary must
have 'lain awake nights to think up
anything so preposterous. She should
suiTer for this. No, he would let her off
easy. She should be a good deal more
surprised to see him walk in, Downing
chuckled.

He began to eat with a relish.

James' step sounded outside the door.
The handle turned. Downing looked
It turned to
wrath.

In the doorway, starched and immac-
ulate, stood James, a plate of steam-
ing muffins in his hand.

Downing glared. He seized the
wooden James, shook him until cap,
apron and dimity sleeves stood in three
separate directions.

Before he could recover breath his
victim had retreated behind the heavy
oak door. Tke conversation that fol-
lowed was carried on through a cau-
tious crack, at which appeared now
one wary eye, now a crumpled cap-
frill, and now a degenerate ear.

“James, what does this mean?”

“Missus told me to.”

“To what?”

‘“Keep an eye on you, sir.”

‘““Well, you'd better come iInside
where you can keep two.” There was
deep sarcasm in the tone.

“No, thank you, sir,” respectfally.

“James—after an eloquent pause—
“if a fiver would be of any use to
you___u

“No, sir; missus said you'd try it.”

“Try what?"”

“To bribe me, sir.”

“Did she, perhaps, tell you why I
am caged up here like a lunatic?"” sar-
castically.

The watching eye gleamed intelli-
gently through the crack, and one long
bony finger appeared under the rakish
cap and tapped significantly on the
expanse of forehead.

“Oh!”" Downing gasped. He sank
back speechless. So that was it? Mary
had told James that he was out of
his head, had she? And she had shut
him up? For what? Perhaps he was
insane. He laughed aloud. The eye
disappeared hastily from the crack.

“See here, James, you are all right.
You do what your mistress told you to
—only clear out of my sight and hear-
ing. And shut the door. I'll be quiet.”

Downing smiled grimly. Mary had
chosen a good tool. She knew, by bit-
ter experience, the thickness of James’
skull, and that if an idea were once
lodged there another could not possi-
bly enter. If she had told James that
his master was insane and must be
humored—even to dresging up li'ze an
imbecile wax doll—nothing could drive
the idea out of his head.

“And my, actions have not been al-
together sane,” reflected Downing can-
didly.

There was a sliding click of the latch
and the sound of scurrying feet. .

Downing did not at once avail him-
self of his liberty. He sat looking
moodily into the fire, pondering on the
situation. What could Mary mean by
it? She was a sensible woman—ugh!
What was the matter? He felt sick,
and compressed, and choking. Why
would women have their dresses made
=0 tight? He pulled impatiently at the
offending buttons, already stretched to
the last degree of tension. At a touch
they popped merrily across the room.
Downing drew a deep, full breath.With
the inspiration came a wave of brain
memory. He had always insisted on
Mary's wearing shapely, tailor-made
gowns. He had pooh-poohed the short
waisted, aesthetic ones for which she
sighed. *“Bags,” he had called them,
he remembered penitently, as he crawi-
ed around the floor after escaping but-
tons.

When the ravages of digestlon has
been repaired as skillfully as mascu-
line fingers could accomplish, he then
prowled about the house, a restless
spirit. He could not sit still; but nei-
ther, after a time, could he move about
with any comfort. The eternal swish-
swish, twist-twist of the heavy skirts
about hi= ankles drove him wild.

He limped at last to a couch, and,
throwing himself down, lay staring

mlaern.bly at tho ceiling. His head

ached. His back ached. No wonder
women were sick! He would be a con-
firmed invalid before night.

He had not ventured to peep out of
the windows. Someone might see him.
But at last, about three o’clock in
the afternoon, he limped miserably to
the front window and looked up and
down the quiet street. Not a soul in
sight. How good the sunshine looked,
and the dusty pavement.

He raised his languid eyes to the
window across the street. What a
very peculiar loking woman! Her pro-
file was strong and fine, but there was
something awkward in her bearing—
Jenkins!

As Downing doubled up with laugh-
ter, he became aware of a similar
mirth on the part of Jenkins. He be-
thought himself of his own unmanly
garments, and beat a hasty retreat.

Jenkins did the same.

The curtains fell chastely between
them.

The temptation was too strong to be
resisted. Cautiously, after a time,
Downing raised a corner of the curtain
and peered out.

Jenkins was doing the same.

They grinned. Communications be-
gan—signs, deaf-and-dumb letters, and
gesture.

“What is it all about?" telegraphed
Jenkins. “Morton, next door, in same
fix."”

Morton appeared and grinned.

Presently no less than five gowned
men discovered themselves, peeping
from behind sheltering curtains. The
whole street was in a state of petti-
coat siege.

Downing's mind leaped farther. It
was probably the whole town. The
men of Westbridge were to be taught
a lesson.

Swiftly Downing telegraphed to Jen-
kins. They would keep quiet until
evening. They would not expose them
selves to the ridicule of the day. But
when the friendly shades of night
should fall—indicated by closing his
eyes and falling into exaggerated sleep
—they would steal forth and confer.

Once more the curtains fell, and
Downing crawled miserably back to
the couch to await Mary’s return. The
stillness and loneliness of the house
were unbearable. Was it thus, he
wondered, that she waited for him
to come at night? Even the wooden
James, who had become invisible, would
have been welcome. At times Down-
ing heard a swish of starch or a ruffled
scuttle that told him he was still un-
der faithful guard.

There was a quick key In the door,
a hurried step in the hall, a snatch of
song. The portieres parted.

Downing lay on his side, one arm
protecting his face. He watched her
from beneath it.

She came swiftly down the room.
Tired, dear? She dropped gracefully
to one knee beside him, and smoothed
his hot forehead with firm, soft fingers.

The long curtains parted. James, inq
dimity and cap, appeared. “Dinner is
served, sir.”

“Come, dear,” said Mary, gently.
“You will feel better when you have
had something to eat.”

Downing made a mental vow never
to say it again. It was one of his pet
phrases,

As they seated themselves, he saw
with envious eyes the evening paper,
his paper, laid carefully by Mary's
plate. He must play the role to the
bitter end. He would ask her meekly
what had been done today.

But with the first spoonful of soup
she disappeared behind the paper.

Downing studied the lines upside
down. ‘

He was remembering many things.
Occasionally, as he sipped his soup he
caught a glimpse of Mary's face
around the corner of the paper. He
had no idea that she could look so
superior. Those gold-bowed specta-
cles were immensely becoming to her.
He had never let her wear glasses. He
liked her pretty, feminine, short-sight-
ed way of looking at things. The
glasses spoiled all that. But they
suited her present role awfully well.
They somehow made her look like
young Barclay at the club. Downing
had always stood secretly in awe of
Blarclay and of his opinions. As he
looked at his wife he was conscious
that she affected him very much after
the manner of young Barclay. He
tried to rise above it; but a miserable
consciousness of soft silk about his
wrists and costly lace at his throat
kept him down.

Now and then Mary vouchsafed him
a piece of news. She murmured to
herself over specially interesting items.
With the coming of dessert, she laid
down the paper with an air of con-
scious virtue that Downing recognized
acutely.

The gold eye-glasses surveyed him
kindly, if a trifle patronizingly.

“What was done about the ‘Bigz
Four,” Mary?’ The question that had
heen burning on his lips had leaped
out.

“Oh, that is all right. I made ten
thousand.” She spoke with modest sat-
isfaction.

Downing gasped inwardly.
been his maximum hope.

‘“Was Dexter there?”

“He wasn't able to come.” Mary
smiled ever so slightly and Kindly.
“Mrs. Dexter took his place.”

“How was the deal managed?”

“T don't believe you would under-
stand it, dear.”” She spoke firmly, but
very, very kindly. ‘“But you really get
the cream of it all.” She extracted a
bill from a generous roll and tossed it
across the table. “I thought I would
draw a little on account,” she said.

Downing pocketed it—that is, tried
to pocket it—humbly. Good money was
not to be refused. But deep In his
heart was a resolve never to toss
money to Mary again. It was not com-
fortable. She should have an allow-
ance and a bank account after this—
if there was any “after this.” He be-

Five had

lace might be grown to his person. A1
soon as James should leave them alone
together he would tell Mary what he
had been thinking about today.
James passed the dessert, filled the
glasses, gave a final glance to see that
nothing more was needed, and grasped
the handles of his tray. :
“Have you had a comfortable day,
James?” "asked Mary kindly. She did
not trust herself to look at him.
James released his hold on the tray
and lifted the dimity skirt in one hand,
gazing at its stiffner. “It's the like o'

that wud be the death of a man if he |

was & wumman,” he said solemnly.

Mary looked at him reflectively.
e I aren’'t comfortable, are they,
Jamés? How do you think you would
like to wear them all the time?"” she
asked, scanning the wooden face.

“Dade an’ I'd niver be doin’ it an-
other day—not if ye was to go down
on yver knees for it,” returned James,
promptly.

He grasped the handles of the tray
once more and rustled away with sol-
emn mien,

As the door closed behind him,Down-
ing glanced at Mary. Their eyes met.
They smiled.

‘““Make out your list, Mary,” said
Downing, humbly. *“You shall have
the things tomorrow. In the main I
agree with James."”

In the main every man in West-
oridges agres with James. For which
reason the women of Westbridge are
today comfortably clad. Some of the
woman continue frumps under the new
regime as they would under the old.
But they are comfortable frumps.

Westbridge comes near to being the
“Little Nut inside the Hub.” But the
men of Westbhridge are less boastful
than of old. They walk softly before
the world.—Jennette Lee, in the New
York Evening Post. .

TIME OF LINCOLN'S DEATH.

It was announced a few days after
the death of President McKinley that
a movement was on foot to induce
jewelers throughout the country to
have recorded on the pointed clocks
which serve as advertisements for the
eraft, the time at which President
McKinley was shot by Czo®osz, five
minutes before four. At present these
clocks record the hour and minute of
Abraham Lincoln's death. However,
that was many years ago, and today
comparatively few people know that
the hands on jewelers’ dummy clocks
point to 8:18, because that was the
time when the nation's first martyred
executive breathed his last.

As history records that Lincoln died
at 7:22 in the morning, says The Key-
stone, it is evident that the dummy
clock with hands at 8:18 does not tell
‘the time when the nation’s first mar-
tyred executive breathed his last.”

What seems to be the truth in the
matter was well told some time ago by
a member of the jewelry firm of Ben-
edict Bros. of New York. It seems that
dummy clocks or watches indicate 8
o'clock and eighteen and one-half min-
utes because that is the position on the
dial where time can be shown, the
hands being on opposite sides and
making a perfect wngle, and also be-
ing equally distant by minute marks
or degrees from the figure -, taking
that as a starting point. There is but
one other place on the dial where the
time would be correct and show the
hands equally distant from the figure
12; that is at iS5 8-4 minutes past 9
o'clock, or, with the hour and minute
hands reversed; but this would not be
so desirable, as the hands would be
almost directly at right angles across
the face of the dial. It must be re-
membered that while the minute hand
makes the circuit of the dial of 60-
minute degrees, the hour hand moves
but five minute degrees; therefore, the
movement of the hour hand one min-
ute degree necessitates the movement
of the minute hand 12 minutes, or one-
fifth of the whole. There is in exist-
ence an old dummy sign watch, used
by the late Samuel W. Benedict in
the early part of the present century,
manufactured long before the death of
Lincoln, which indicates exactly 8:181.,
o'clock.

--  TALK ABOUT WOMEN,

The governor of South Carolina has
appointed Miss Lavina Laborde State
librarian. The successful candidate has
been a stenographer in the governor's
office. She is an orphan and the main-
stay of a family of ten children and is
well educated.

One of Baltimore's harbor notables is
a colored woman who goes out in a
boat in all weather to get washing
from ships arriving. ‘‘She obtains the
business,” the account says, “and her
husband does the washing.” Baltimore
must be credited with another type of
the new woman.

The town of Deerfield, Mass.,, has
determined upon a unique memorial to
Miss Martha Pratt, whose influence for
good in that community has led to a
desire to perpetuate her memory. In-
stead of erecting a monument of a
bronze tablet a village club room and
library was decided upon.

Foreign exchanges note that a late
fad among Englishwomen is the col-
lection of small pieces of lace, which
they keep in albums specially made for
ther purpose. Beneath each specimen
is recorded the name of the kind of
lace, the date and place where it was
produced' and other particulars.

Mrs. Roosevelt has appointed Miss
Belle Hagner to be her secretary. Miss
Hagner, who was for a time clerk n
the war department, is a daughter of
Dr. Charles E. Hagner of Washington.
She has acted as secretary for Mrs.
Charles Emory Smith, Mrs. Elihu Root,
Miss Paulding, Senator Depew's niece,
and other women prominent in official

life,
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ASTHMA CURE FREE

Asthmalene Brings Instant Relief and Permanent
Cure in All Cases.

SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POS"'AL
WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY.

| ey

There is nothing like Asthmalena
It brings instant relief. even in the
worst cases. It cures when all else
fails.

"

The Rev, C. F. WELLS, of Vilia Ridge, 11",
says: “Your trial bottle of Asthmalene re-
ceived In'good condition, Icannot tell you
how thankfnl I feel for the good derived from
it. I was a slave, chained with putrid sore
throat and Asthma for ten years. I despaired
of ever being cured. [ saw rour advertise-
ment for the cure of this dreadful and tor.
menting disease, Asthma, and thought yoa
had overspoken yourselves, but resolved to
give it a trial. To my astonishment the trial
ucted like a charm. Send me a full-size bot-
tle.”

Rev. Dr. Morris Wechsler

Ribbl of the Cong. Bnal lsrael.
New York, Jan. 3, 1901,
Drs Taft Bros.” Medlcine Co,

Gentlemen: Your Asthmulene is an excel-
lent remedy for Asthma and Hay Fever, and
its composttion alleviates all troubles which
combine with Asthma. I1s success is aston-
ishing # nd wonderful.

+¢ CAN state that Asthmalene contains no oplum

murplum‘ thnrol‘orm or eiher.

Dr. Taft Dros.”
Gentlemen:

Medicine Co..

effect of your Asthmalene, for the cure of Asthima.

" ery truly yours,

DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
.Y . Feb. 1, 1001

REV.
Avon Bprings, N

I write this testimonial from a sense of duty. having tested the wonderfu

My wife hos been afflicted with spas-

modic asthma for the past 12 years. Laving « xhavsted my own skill as well ss many others
[ ¢chaneed to sce your sign upon yonr windows on 130th street. New York, I at once obtalned

+ bottie of Asthmalene,
soon noticed a radieal improveme,.t
and she is entire y free from all sy mptoms.

My wife commenced 1aking iy albout the first of November.
After using one bottle her Asthma has disappeared
I feel that I csn consistently recommend the

1 very

medicine 1o all who are afficted with this distressing disease

Yours respeeifnlly,

Dr. Taft Bros. Medleine Co.

Gentlewen:
but they bave all failed.
I I und relief at once,

I have family of four children, and for six yeass was unabie to work.

I was troubled with Asthma for 22 yenars.
I ran seress yoor advertiement and started with a trial bottle.
I havesinee purchesed your full-size bottle, ard | am ever grateful

O. D.PHELTIS AL D.

Feb. 5, 1901
I have trls d numerous remcedles

T am now ip the besg

0 health and am deing business every duy. This testimony you con muke such use of

you see fit.
Home address, 235 Rivinzton str

S, KAPUHAEL, 67 Easy 1:8th St , Clty.

Trial Bottle Sent Abéo!utely Free cn Receipt of Postal.

Do not delay.
79 East 130th St. N. Y. City.

Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT BROS.” MEDICINE

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

Please mention this paper when writing to advertisers.

THE I\[PRFI\ ED

KIMBALL BRCS. CO.. Mfcs.

1051 9th St. - - Council Bluils, Ta.
Omaha Office, - - - 1010 11th St.

When writing, mention this paper.

—

WANT AGENTS to sell sersible rem-
edies for POULTRY. also housshold
specinlties.  Write for Information.
Nethaway & Hanson, Dept. E, Wahoo, Neb.

Please mention this paper.

'FOR MEN ONLY.

Bo T We will send our elegant 80
M page book to any one who

is afflicted and in need on request of informa-
tion. Our book is the finest book of the kind
ever published and is of great value to any one
whether in need of medical treatment or not.
We send the book in plain euvelupe sealed.
Write for it today—by postal card or letrer—

Address DRS. FELLOWS & FELLOWS,
4th apd Walaut Sts., DES MOINES, IOWA
When writing, mention this paper.

Descriptive Literature.

The 'Frisco Line has recently issued
for free distribution a number of pam-
phlets containing carefully selected
photo engravings of scenery, together
with reliable and up-to-date Informa-
tion concerning the rescurces and great
possibilities of the country traversed
by the Frisco Line. Write for a copy
of any of the following publications:
“Feathers and Fins on the Frisco,”
“The Top of the Ozarks,” “The Missou-
ri and Arkansas Farmer and Fruit-
man,” “Fruit Farming Along the Fris-
co,” ‘Oklahoma,” or the *“Frisco Line
Magazine.” They can be ¢btiined upon
application to W. C. Melville. N. W. P
A., Kansas City, Mo.

TO THE

SOUTHEAST

A NEW SYSTEM REACHING,
WITH ITS OWN RAILS,

MEMPHIS,
BIRMINGHAM

AND MANY OTHER IMPORTANT
POINTS IN THE SOUTHEAST.
GOOD CONNECTIONS AT
BIBRMINGHAM FOR

MONTGOMERY,
MOBILE,
ATLANTA,
SAVANNAH

AND ALL POINTS IN THE
STATE OF

FLORIDA.

PASSENGERS ARRANGING
FOR TICKETS VIA THE

FRISEU

SYSTEM

WILL HAVE AN OPPORTUNITY
'O ENJOY THE COMFORTS OF
A BRAND NEW, UP-TO-DATE
LIMITED TRAIN—

THE SOUTHEASTERN
LIMITED.

FULL ISFORMATION AS TO ROUTE AND
RATES CHEERFULLY FURSISHED UPON
APPLICATION TO AXY REFPEESENTATIVE

PP THE COMPANY, ON TO

ALEX. HILTON,
GENXERAL PASSENGER AGENT,

BRYAN SNYDER,

FASSENGER TRAFFIC MANAGER,
SAINT LOUIS. -
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SOME BOOX DEALERS

Have Rcfused to Hardle the Novel

{Chickens Come Home

To Roost.

On the Grovnd That the Sto:y Is Immoral,

John Wanamaker's (of New TYork.)
reason for not keeping it in stock is
that all the salesmen and salesgirls
were always readine it :

The American News company have
explained to their customers a half
dozen false reasons for not supplying
the book when ordered.

A dealer in New Jersey refused to
pay for one hundred copies he had or-
dered because, he said. “it is a bod
book.”

He was sued for the bill, and a judg-
ment was rendered against him. Judge
Cutler, who tried the case, gaid: “This
is a beautiful and well written story,
daring perhaps, but of strong moral.”

This novel has had nearly one thou-l
sand press notices. Many papers ha\'e:
devoted columns; one paper recently a
while page, in describing its qualities.

The Ohio State Journal says: “The
greatest novel of the century.”

The New York Press: “Will be read
as long as the flag floats.”

The Chicago Inter Ocean: “Phenom-
enal for its beautiful word pictures.”

Minneapolis Tribune: “Cannot be too
strongly recommended.”

Zanesville Courier and the Norwalk
(Ct.) Sentinel: “The description of the
horse race has no parallel in fiction.”

The story has been translated into
the German language, is being brought
out in Paris, has been dramatized for
the stage and has been selling at the
rate of 1,000 copies per week for the
last 50. weeks,

Now, if you ecannot get this great
story from your dealer, news agent,
train boy or jobber. sent to

I

The Mutual Publishing
Gompany.

156 Fifth Avenue, New York,

Please mention this paper.

DR. :
McGREW.

SPECIALIST]
Treats all forms .ﬁ

Diseases and |
Disorders of

Men Only. °

26 years
15 y’ecm in:poe:::ﬁ:.
Charges low.
Cures guaranteed

OVER 20,000 acviticy, toes of vicaites

debility, loss of vitality
and all unna.tnral weaknesses of men.

Kidney and Blader
Diseases cured for life. Vm(‘.ﬁ!:g;: cl:;t}orgg

:n‘Il'ess ttll:llll :Oéla e
reatment by mail. 0. Box 7¥8. OfMce
between Farnzm sm:l‘

over 215 South 14th St.,
Douglas Sts., OMAHA,, 'NEB.

It seems to be admitted that women:

missionaries come high, bnt
have thm. :;
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